FLETCHER and BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER

From The Bloody Brother, 1639

Drink to-day and drown all sorrow,
You shall perhaps not do it to-morrow.
Best while you have it, use your breath,
There is no drinking after death.

Wine works the heart up, wakes the wit,
There is no cure 'gainst age but it.
It helps the head-ache, cough, and tisic,
And is for all diseases physic.

Then let us swill boys for our health,
Who drinks well loves the commonwealth.
And he that will to bed go sober
Falls with the leaf still in October.

J. FLETCHER

From The Woman Hater, 1607
Come, sleep, and with thy sweet deceiving,
Lock me in delight awhile;
Let some pleasing dreams beguile
All my fancies; that from thence
I may feel an influence,
All my powers of care bereaving.
Though but a shadow, but a sliding,
Let me know some little joy.
We that suffer long annoy
Are contented with a thought,
Through an idle fancy wrought:
Oh, let my joys have some abiding.
BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER